protested, and when the morning came, had suggested
that they shouldn't go. But she, half mesmerized, had
obeyed. The lady had told them to, and they must, and
their bed-sitting-room had accordingly changed into
Paddington, and Paddington into a railway carriage, that
shook, and grew hot, and grew cold, and vanished entirely,
and reappeared amid torrents of expensive scent.c You have
fainted,3 said the lady in an awe-struck voice. e Perhaps the
air will do you good.' And perhaps it had, for here she was,
feeling rather better among a lot of flowers.
'I'm sure I don't want to intrude,5 began Leonard, in
answer to Margaret's question. eBut you have been so kind
to me in the past in warning me about the Porphyrion that
I wondered - why, I wondered whether -*
'Whether we could get him back into the Porphyrion
again,' supplied Helen. 'Meg, this has been a cheerful
business. A bright evening's work that was on Chelsea
Embankment.'
Margaret shook her head and returned to Mr Bast.
* I don't understand. You left the Porphyrion because we
suggested it was a bad concern, didn't you?'
* That's right'
'And went into a bank instead?'
el told you all that,' said Helen; 'and they reduced their
staff after he had been in a month, and now he's penniless,
and I consider that we and our informant are directly to
blame.'
'I hate all this,' Leonard muttered.
* I hope you do, Mr Bast. But it's no good mincing matters.
You have done yourself no good by coming here. If you
intend to confront Mr Wilcox, and to call him to account
for a chance remark, you will make a very great mistake/
c I brought them. I did it all,' cried Helen.
'I can only advise you to go at once. My sister has put
you in a false position, and it is kindest to tell you so. It's
too late to get to town, but you'll find a comfortable hotel
in Oniton, where Mrs Bast can rest, and I hope you'll be
my guests there.'
'That isn't what I want, Miss Schlegel,* said Leonard.
211